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Late night voyages and a quarrel - part | 


Author's Notes: 

This is my gift for you Nattie.» | hope you\'ll enjoy reading it as much as | did writing this piece. 
Unfortunately | couldn\'t post it yesterday, but here it comes. Tomorrow ANII post the next part so get ready! 
Sorry for misspellings and such things. | had no time for it. I'll be corecting it later on. 


eR 


Sometimes you just can't stay calm. No matter if you want it or not, you have to get out just not to eliminate 
everyone around you. Yeah, usually they would understand it. But what if it happened in the end of December, 

near Christmas, whole your family counting on you and expecting to be all nice, supportive and fulfilling the act 
of tradition? Well, then you have a problem. The problem, though, wasn't leaving them on their own. It appeared 


on a completely opposite horizon 


It was Il pm. or later. | wanted to take a quick shower and fall onto the matters as fast as possible. Hey, | 
don't really think that living apart from Broke and kids is tough. Living with them, however, is a horror 


sometimes. You see, there is that thing in being a husband or a father that whenever you do something 
wrong, you know fuck up, you feel like a total prick They all forget m a human, too. But the worst thing is 
that | keep forgetting either. So | prepared myself to sleep off all the shit lve been through today and.. 
"Dad!" Oh, yes - and that. 

| rolled over to see my older girl's face and a set of white teeth. 

"Yes, love?" | answered in a concerned parental manner. "What's up, huh?" 

"Oh, nothing big daddy. | just wanted to say, um.. | need some cash" She said sweetly. 

| laughed. "And what for, princess, if | can ask?" 

"Um." She looked down a bit uneasy. 

Come on, shot" | rushed her. 

"Well, | wanted fo tell you, but." 

| stayed silent, nodding 

"You know. Ur.. | kind of.. have, um.. | have a crush" 

Now | frowned unconsciously "A crush?" 


"Yeah.." She dropped her eyes again. 


Shuffling her feet, she waited for me to react. Young people fall in love, then learn about each other and make 


love.. and well, end up like me for example or not. 


"Well, I'd say go for it.." Her eyes peeped up through the mop of wild hair, small grin creeping up. ".. but you're 
my daughter, dear." Her smile dropped immediately. 


"First, you gotta tell me something about him and bring him here so that | can assure it's a good lad for you" 
"Dad!" She stood up, touched expression on her little face. “This is my private thing! 

| sighed. "| don't think so" 

"And | do" She crossed her arms. 


Now | sat and looked into her eye seriously. 


"Can you say what you need these money for, at last?" | tried to be calm and opened. 
"Some girlish shit, dad" She spat. 

"Watch your mouth, young lady." Sometimes you just can't. 

"Dad, I'm not a child" 

"Yes, you are” 

"No. And besides | can't have any privacy in this nuthousel” 


‘Of course you havel Does anyone ever examine your room or computer, or cell? Or maybe | stalk all of you 


all the time, cause | have nothing else to do?!" 

"You don't need to be rude." She said harshly. 

"And, why, for the hell's sake, can't you bring that lover boy here? 

"Who says, that its a boy even..?!" She shouted and | froze. 

The kid realized what she said and placed her hands over her mouth. 

"You are joking, right? You are joking.” 

She opened her mouth a few times panicked, but then she saw, she couldn't just draw back. 
"No, | don't." She whispered. But it felt like a scream. 


| stared a while as an idiot. And that was the time | felt like a total prick But it lasted only a second. Then a 


rage | never knew existed floated through me. 


My daughter a lesbian? No. Can't be. What the hell | did wrong? And grand children? | will have none? ‘No | 


don't ‘No | aint ... ‘| ain't normal She is not normal? My daughter some unnatural freak? 
"You are not normal.” It slipped before | could think about it. 
Her eyes glistened and then filled with tears. 


"How could you.. d-dad.." And she ran out. 


Fuck, | groaned . You idiot. | could hear soft steps of my wife after Alison's nervous, pacing ones disappeared. 


This wasn't going to be nice evening. No way. She will ask what's going on, then I'll lose my voice and make a 
dumbass of myself. But on the other hand | could just laugh it off or even better. | could make her mouth and 
mind busy.. And after everything talk to poor Alison 

| heard loud ‘Mom! and then she was beside me. 

"Honey, why are you sleeping on the coach?" She teased "Were you naughty?" 

| opened my eyes in surprise. "Am |?" 

She chuckled. "Yes, DD" 

| grinned. "Hey, dede, | am so tired" | yawned and stretched to confirm. 

liii.. | think I'll sleep here today B" 

She giggled again, lovingly, passion in her voice. | inhaled excited all of a sudden 

"Oh, but I'll be alone whole the night." 

| bowed backwards when she tried to kiss me. 

"Its up To you." | whispered lowly. 

"Heyl" She scooted to me and straddled my lap. | wrapped her narrow waist and leaned in. She protested into 
the kiss but | took what | wanted. Tongues crashing, lips locking. Then | roughly pulled her onto me and tried to 
open her shirt, my tongue still abusing her mouth. When | could feel her delicate, round breasts under my 
fingertips | went crazy. Teeth grinding against flesh and tiny cuts resulting of this assault. Greedy hand 
wondered down lean, well-rounded body. And groirs.. 


Then | felt a delicate but certain push and | stopped. She untangled her limbs from my grip. 


"Not so fiercely. You gonna lick my insides of and break me into two parts." She complained, gasping. | looked up 


to her in defeat. Apology in my eyes. 

"Don't you think you overreact? Don't panic, Baby" 

She stayed still for a while, stroking my cheek, what forced a purr out my throat 

"Hts not a good idea, here, in front of our kids. And | needa go now. | think Alison called me. 


My stomach tightened. Alison.. 


"She's been here." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yes, she was here just a minute ago." 
B nodded. "So, what was the matter?" 


Then she came in again This time not radiating with happiness. Her features twisted in hurt and anger. She 


must've seen my pained expression, cause they softened a little. 
‘Oh, mommy. I've been looking for you." 


"Alice." Broke turned to face her and | could tell she recognized that mood, by a tone and melody of the 


younger one's voice. "What's wrong sweetheart?" 


The girl swallowed loudly. Her eyes were red and glassy, her hair a mess. | didn't know | hurt her so much. Of 


course | did. | just called her abnormal for loving somebody. 

‘lm in love, mom." She said, not a glint of joy in her voice. 

Broke looked very confused. She gasped and sighed and then said "Honey, but.. it's great! 
Why are you so sad?" She stepped to our girl and brushed a strand of hair from her plain forhead. "Don't you 
say he doesn't reciprocate. He'd be such a fool.” 

"No! Its not like that" 

"Then..." 

"But dad.. he seems not to be happy for me.." And her voice broke. Sobs filled the lounge. 
"Oh, Alison! Please, don't cry." She cooed into her ear 

"Carlo... is this true?" She turned to me with that accusing mien 

Shit. Holy fuckin’ shit. 

To hell with that. How could | be so flighty? What can | say? 


Its not like you might think." | said hesitantly. 


"Then why is she saying so? Carl, what's going on here? Alice?" 


She sobbed one more time before speaking. 

"He just doesn't acce- .. support me. Dad, why are you so mean to me?" 

| raised my hands defensively. 

‘Oh, please! Why are you attacking me? I'm just worried. | am your father." 
"I know! Then why can't you just accept my loved one?" 

"| will, sure, but after I'll get to know.. them." 

Broke who was pushed aside for a while now spoke: 


"You see Alice? Dad is just afraid, that the boy might hurt you. He is for sure actually very happy for you. 


Don't be so insensitive." 

Alison leered at us as a helpless prey at the carnivorous beasts. 

"But..." 

| am a bastard. 

"Ok, mom." 

The older one smiled and stroked the other's cheek tenderly. 

"Good. Now, can you two talk a bit? I'll do some chocolate." And she disappeared behind the doors. 
| felt terrible. Stand up, you idiot. | told myself and got closer to my heart aching daughter. 
Alison... | am so sorry...” 

"Don't be. Just tell me that you still love me like your daughter. 

| stood shocked. This wasn't the answer I'd been expecting. 

"What made you think that | don't?" | question her. Was | in eyes of my children a cold hearted bastard? 
"Say it" She mouthed and | just shouldn't hold it back. 


"I love you, my baby girl" My arms encircled her lithe body and pressed tightly to my chest. She was tense 


and trembling. 


"Thank you...” 

"Always." 

She snuggled to me and her breath steadied, sobs stopped. | rocked her in my arms like | did when she was 
only IO and some older assholes rankled that baby and | was the one to beat them to a pulp. Like when she 
was 6 and a kid stole her candies. Like back then, while she was only a few months and | was the one to 
proudly stroll here and there with the tiny baby girl in my safe grip. | just couldn't not love her. 

"Daddy..?" She said in a hoarse voice. 

"Yes?" 


"Why do you have to be so... intolerant? 


| sighed. | can't help it, yes, | don't like gays and never defended them. It would always stay like that. At least 
until | got to deal with them. But this was something entirely different. 


| knew what she was about to ask, so | preempted her: "I do accept you, the way you are. Don't you ever think 


| don't." 

"Yes, but you don't accept these people.” 

“Alice...” 

She waved her hand. "Never mind. Let's go drink that chocolate." We went down by one another's side in silence. 
The kitchen was too crowded for my taste. | was already wasted from whole the practice and driving fuckin 
jurnos away. And while | should be sleeping now or at least being alone and having some rest, | was sitting in 
the eye of the mental tornado and the shitty Christmas fever. Everything here was not right. 

"Dad, dad, da!" 

"Please, leave me alone now kiddos. Daddy needs some peace." 

Dresses, presents, shopping and shit were flying all around me. My head didn't register it any more. 

"But, dad." 


"| said, not now!" 


"Carlo, don't shout, just bring me..." 


"If | hear ‘dad’ ever again.." | growled in frustration. 

They were driving me insane. Family, family! | wanna get out.. 

"Pipe, the hell, down! ALL OF YOU!" 

And finally - silence. 

"Thank you." | ran my hand up and down my face. 

"You gonna have trouble." Alison whispered 

"Good" | don't care. Broke told something, but | didn't listen. She knew. | needed to cool down. 

Then, when nobody looked at me and the turmoil bore again, | stood and sneaking, precariously slipped out of 
the house straight into the spine-chilling frost, | cursed and backed for my jacket and a hat. There was Alison 
talking to somebody on the phore, clearly involved in whatever was going on at the other side. But she didn't 
notice me until | left and crossed our yard. | quickly ran off the view and headed toward the city. To our 
favorite club. Mine and Blitz’ of course. 


Only five minutes later and my phone rang. Alison 


"Alice, listen’ | started after | picked it up. "don't bother me anymore, please. Tell your mom not to worry. She 


can call me tomorrow." 

There was a sigh heard at the other side. 

"So you're not coming back today?" 

"No, sweetheart...” 

"Ok, no problem, | got it" 

"You ok?" | asked as a father should. 

"Yeah..." 

| was getting nearer and nearer to the center. 
"Um... Bye then" 


"Dad?" | sensed a change in atmosphere. 


"Yes?" | shook. Dunno if out of coldness or anxiousness. 
"Why are you making such a big deal from that gay thing?" 
"Alison, please, let's drop it, ok?" I+ got really unnerving 
"You don't seem to care when you are with Bobby." 
"What?" | chuckled 

‘Kid, what are you taking about?" 


"Well, you never care if somebody call you a fag if you get too touchy-feely with your friend” She admitted, 


not a glint of shame in her statement. 


Alison was really decisive and assertive - she never gave up or beat about the bush. But it was a huge 


difficulty. 

"Do | ever act that way?" | asked a bit ironically. 

| always thought you and him." 

| got suspicious. And didn't know if wanted to learn about her assumption 
"What, what were you meaning to say? In fact." 


"You should experience it, if you haven't already. It's the most ecstatic, fulfilling and satisfying thing ever." The 
last part she almost whispered. 


| was speechless. And then | just burst out laughing. In horror. 
"You must be so lonely, dad. So lonely... | would never blame you..” 


And then there was just silence. Oh, yeah. My cellphone went dead. But who the hell cares? | was going to get 
drunk as... just get ripped to the tits. Ummm... tits. Fuck. 


| closed my eyes, put my phone into a pocket, raised my face to the sky. Inhaling deeply | thought: 


My name is Carlo Verni, | am a bass player and a song writer in a band called Overkill, which I've been one of 
the founders of, for nearly thirty years and in a band The Bronx Casket Co, formed by me, since 1998, having 
fun with music, being a pioneer of thrash... the friend of Bobby "Blitz" Ellsworth, whom I've given the nickname, 
southern beauty with black hair, dark eyes and skin, much darker than Bobby and rather short, compared to 


the tall, slim Bobby.. 
Heck, why so much Blitz in my life? He's my friend. Yeah, my best friend, best buddy. Like a brother almost. 


Hey, how much snow. | like snow. The sight of snow. It reminds me of the real feast. Not that Xshit. No 
commercial shit and stupid catchword of belief, hope and love that they bend as it suit them at the time. Just 
being with people you love, letting the past go and the new come. This is the real meaning of winter holiday. 


New things coming, celebrating changes, new year. 


Streetlights' rays of brightness caught the falling snow. Spotlights on the dancing-macabre legion of doom. This 
is fate. Every year, at that time, world's freezing. Death rules life and relieves of the following spring have to 
come. Isn't that great? Frozen stone, covered with fine surface of slippery ice. Soon to be tamed by 
sleepwalking people, servants of eternal slavery, preys of vacancy. White quilt, poisoned by a hydrocarbon- 
arene mixture and petrol leaks, salt is being spilled. Traffic flow. My blood pressure rises when | hear a blast 
of a horn and blinding flash freeze me. Fuck you. | don't bother looking. Then pounding onto sidewalk.. and l'm 
there. 


| exhaled while coming back to my senses. | could drink.. If | had the fuckin’ money. | fished in my pocket. 
Nothing. Great. | came in anyway. Not to fuckin’ freeze to death. Maybe a bartender will give me some free 


drinks for a familiar face. 


The air inside was so stiffly hot and smelled fusty, that | was about to puke at first. But then | got reminded 
that | like when its warm and brightly. My body started to feel after a few seconds and muscles slowly 
became flexible again after being wooden as the table in my dining room. | walked step by step towards the bar 
and went around with the stool. Didn't even troubled myself to have a look at my neighbor. The bartender in 
his usual, casual manner approached to me nodding knowingly. After ordering some beer for a warm-up | told 


loud enough to let the guy on my left know, that | was going to stay here for a long while. 


"Charge my check. And bring something stronger. | want to get pissed" | nearly spat a mouthful of my beer 
out at the poor fellow. 


"No sooner said than done, sir." 
| grinned thankfully. 


The first shooter was placed before me and | firstly took just a drain of my blended whiskey savoring the 


taste and then swallowed it whole in a coupla slugs. 


When | was a bit tipsy already | motioned at the bloke again, leaned down to him, bracing not to fall onto face 


and whispered: 


"He is not really savvy, is he? Hiel" | coughed "Rather slow-witted”" 


The guy seemed to be alarmed to hear that. | dunno why. He looked again in that direction and stated calmly. 


"You shoulda take a look at him again, sir. 

What? Again some fucker counting me as a fag? At least not my daughter. Or maybe it's worse. 
"You mean check him out?! l'm not a faggot" | hissed through clenched teeth. 

"| never said that. Just take a closer look at his face” 


What exactly was he getting at? | scowled at him, but turned left side. Not knowing what to look for generally, 
| felt awkward staring at the cats fair, curly mop of hair. Something dawned on me although, at the sight of 
long-haired guy, who really started to look familiar. | wanted to ask bartender if.. | didn't know what exactly, 
but he moved and | heard him talking to that bro. | looked to him again and | saw those eyes. 


Blue orbs looked deep into my soul. Intertwined with mine. | couldn't help but smiled. Hey, what is he doing here? 


Bobby. 
Blitz!" | started. "Man, whatre ya doin’ ere?" | asked surprised to see him there two days before Christmas. 


He was kinda freaked out, | could say, to see me as well. His eyes tired and so helpless at once. And now 


confused. 


Afterwards | spotted something that made me half fall from my stool. Down the side of his pale face there 
was a dark red line of blood ranging from his forehead down the chin with some hair stuck to it. Large scratch 
right beside his right temple still oozing, blood running down and soaking into the shirt he was wearing, while | 
was sitting there, gasping in terror and disbelief. Then | noticed that his slightly swollen eye was injured as well. 


What the fuck?! And whole his cheek bruised Oh, gods. 


He'd been hiding it from view all along with his generous mane and | couldn't stop my hand which made its way 
to my friend's left temple. | felt such a pity for him, even though | couldn't say what he'd gotten himself into. 


Almost pain. 


"Buddy, what the fuck happened to your face?" | swallowed "What happened, Bobby..?" | whispered to the brim 
of his jaw. 


He turned his head away when my cold fingertips touched the side of his forehead. But it only caused them to 
get deeper under his hairline and | tangled my fingers into the soft locks. He moaned. 


"Nothing." He spoke even more quite than me. Then leaned to my gentle touch. "I just... fell on the ice." 


| scrutinized his expression, not being able to look at the damage. Oh, ice. But why did he look so pale, almost 
blue? 


Then | chuckled softly. His eyes shot up to mine and he frowned. 
"What's so funny for you?" He giggled too and pushed my arm playfully. 
| sighed. "Don't you think you shoulda wash it up? | blinked. 


"Ahh, yeah.." Then he laughed in his usual carefree way, loudly and amused. His hoarse voice disappearing, high 


note again sounding in my ears. 
| patted his arm smiling warmly and we headed for the toilets. 


The best thing about this place was is that it never stinks so much as in the other usual bar toilets. You 
could even eat here and you wouldn't immediately throw up. Additionally, the floor wasn't sticky as the bloody 
flypaper and you could see your face in a mirror. If it's about the cabins... well, it varied, but | didn't care that 
much at the moment. 


"Blitz," | spoke while my companion tried to set the water temperature to a reasonable one. "what are you 


doing here, then?" 
"Um, well, that's a long story. But essentially for the same reason you are." He said, again upset. 
"Sorry that I'm asking, bro, but why aren't you with your family? Weren't you leaving to LA?" 


"Yes, we were. Uh, they were at least" He felt so uneasy about the subject. | could feel his embarrassment in 


the air. 
"So, why are you here?" | asked perplexed. 
"Um.. Oh, damned hair!" He struggled with his lose locks. Obviously avoiding the topic, huh? 


| helped him and grasped his hair. | held it while he was washing off the dried blood. Water in the sink suddenly 
turned red. Wiff of iron filled my nostrils. Shit, such goddamned ice. He hissed at the touch. When his face and 
hair were nice and clean, | did something unexpected. | never let go of his hair, instead pulled them even harder 


to my chest. Sensation of his scent was intoxicating. 


He didn’t notice, he was totally oblivious. He must have drunk more than | assumed. Only when he turned the 
taps of, he met resistance in the back of his head. So the hairy ball span around violently not caring if it would 
actually hurt itself. A silent, raw crunch could be heard, followed by a muffled moan. | didn't know if it was his 
neck or my wrist, while it was sneaking in search of some paper. When | finally got it in my hand, | slowly 
guided Blitz from a sink and his muscled, blubbery back clung to a rough, stone-tiled surface of the wall. Just 
like him, stony-faced, | stiffly placed a dry pad on his temple, still creeping intently into his eyes with mine. 


His feathery, deathly-pale lips parted slightly like two petals hiding a rosy core under a soft, delicate kiss. But 


all that escaped them was a fizzy haze of his toxic, liquor breath. It connected straight with my senses. 
Strangely enough it kinda woke me up. 


| placed his cold hand on the wounded temple and leaned in to him to whisper shakily: 

"W-wait here.. a ssec." 

Then | moved away and left. 

| rubbed my forehead repeating in my mind again and again that this is just Bobby, my friend There is nothing 
to be afraid of. On my way | collided with a few walls and crashed into some fat bloke, but fortunately he just 
grunted and, after sneezing directly into my face, he walked away. Asshole, | thought before crashing into a 
door jumb. Uh, | was acting like a lunatic. 

"Gimme a bottle of vodka" | asked bartender when | got to the bar happily. 


He handed it to me without a word. | mumbled ‘thanks’ and turned my back to him. 


"You know what to do." Grunting, | directed my unsteady legs toward the toilets again. Few planks squeaked 
under the weight of my steps. 


Bobby didn't move a centimeter. He stared blankly ahead with the soaked pad between his fingers. Lips stil 
parted like he forgot that he wanted to say something. 


A bottle landed on a sink with a small clink and more paper found in my fingers being folded into a neat pad 
again My stare climbed up his slim body along with a hand and the first settled in front of his own hollow and 
glassy one and the second on the abused temple. The free hand soon was occupied by grabbing a bottle and 
pouring some of its content onto the pad. A few swift moves and the wound was covered thoroughly with a 
rough-and-ready disinfectant. The alcohol had eaten into the cut and more blood leaked out of it. 

"Shit." | swore irritated by disobedient flesh. 

"Now, what's going on?" Bobby questioned out of the blue, clearly anxious. 

"Um... your wound.. it, arr, y'know.." | bumbled incoherently, now aware of my own condition, too. 

"Check it yourself...” 

He walked towards the nearest mirror. 


"Ouch!" He hissed and then smacked in concern. "Gimme more paper!" 


| rushed to do so. Soon | was busied with taming the fuckin’ hemorrhage. 


An unexpected accident seemed to clearly sober both of us up. 
"Hell, Bobby, how did ice managed to do such a damage?" 


| marveled while making a big, bloody chaos on his face, pressing a damp ball of toilet paper above his right 
eye. 

The cut was freakin’ deep. Like something sharp and angular cracked the skin and cut through the flesh above 
and a bit beside the eye. He was lucky, it didn't hit exactly in the middle of the eye or the temple. He'd be dead 
by then.. 

And then | lit on something tangled in Bobby's hair. The last thing | was expecting to find. Pulling it out | didn't 
know it could explain everything. But when | fiddled with it, interested, | realized what | was holding. A chip. 
Fuckin’ wooden chip. And not just a chip. The barely noticeable carved patterns indicated that it was a piece of 
his wife's favorite stool. 


| felt dizzy, my head spinning. 


When his head turned to mine, astonished by me playing with his hair, the gaze he met must've been so 
intense and horrified, that he dropped his eyes this time. 


"Bobby." | choked on my own words. 

What, in the hell, am | going to do? What to say? 

"How the hell your wife's chair made its way to your forehead?!" | screamed eventually. 
His mood changed totally. He looked petrified. Uhhh.. 

| was just standing there waiting for words to sink in. 

Simple look of dismay crossed Blitz’ face. 

"DD, I.. fuck." He hid his face in both hands. 

"Yes?" | still stood, my arms hanging loosely on the sides of my body. 

"I think | needa talk to you...” 

| nodded. Though he couldn't see this, still not daring to look up. 


"Come on! Stop whining as a pussy!" | snarled "Ok, lets go." | grabbed him by a hem of his coat. 


"Huh? Where?" He asked, startled. 

| chuckled nervously and impatiently. 

"To the hospital. They needa sew ya" 

"What? It is not that bad!" Blitz protested 

"Oh, really? Then what will you say about this?" | threw a blood-soaked paper ball in his hands. 

He dropped it, disgusted. 

"So?" | insisted pulling again his outfit. 

"Ok." He admitted. "Maybe you're right." 

"Fcourse | am. Come on” 

And we greeted together newborn gods of the late-night voyages and fate. Who could know what they had 
been planning for us? | wrapped my friend under one arm so that he wouldn't fall from a distress or get lost. 
Snow was still falling and the bartender still handing shooters adrift souls. Nothing seemed to promise any 


changes. But | knew better. 


Bobby got really pale and quite, so | rushed regardless the cutting wind and deep snow detaining me from 
moving any farther. No way | left him there. 


eR 


Late night voyages and a quarrel - part | 
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The wound on his temple seemed to close for a few minutes, but that was only because the air outside and 
whole the world outside in general was freezing cold, | guess. His little whimpers and mumblings grew louder 
when we left the bar and lasted as long as our trip to the emergency. Never thought | that dragging half- 
conscious Blitz under one arm over a distance of a kilometer would be so.. relaxing. Especially during a blizzard. 
But it really was. And when his silent mutter stopped for some reason | would poke him lightly in the head and 
ask some stupid question as: how did you like that scrawny chick out there in the bar or are.. you fond of 
beer for breakfast. | heard a chuckle every time and then he was starting his monologue again | never knew 
he was so talkative, | knew he was, but that much.. Maybe it was alcohol or shock, but still, | learned about so 
many things that night. Weird things. And not really kinda things that you wanted to hear from your friend. 


Even so close. One of those was his complement of.. my eyes. Yeah, right about it. | was absolutely astonished 
"So would you hit on her or not?" | asked when he got silent again 

This time he didn't chuckle or snort at least. 

"Blitz?" 

He grunted uncomfortably. 

"Dunno... she wasn't that intense." was all | heard. 

And then he added: "Id rather fuck." 

| laughed out loud. How straightforward my dear friend could be. Wow, wow. 

"Who wouldn't." | said dreamily. 

Silence again descended upon us. Could any guy not want to pick up such a smoking hot babe? That even for 
me sounded strange. Is Bobby getting old or something? Or maybe he's got some social disease..? Any other 


skeleton in the closet? | wanted to know. | thought he would tell me. In this state he never watched what he 


said. But.. it would have been unfair. Nonetheless | was worried about him. So what? This was his private 


matter. But on the other hand.. 


Ah, fuck it! "Bobby, do you want to tell me about something?" | spluttered 

Well, it was the most correct articulation of my fears in that position 

| heard him swallow loudly and couldn't resist gulping hard myself 

Oh, shit. This couldn't have been more awkward. 

"Actually, yeah." 

At that | cocked an ear at him fascinated Shyness disappearing from me entirely. So he did hide something..? 
"| think you have beautiful eyes." He stated. 

|. | thought | haven't heard him right 

"What..2" Ok. "You really mean it?" 

| had no idea why | asked about it 

vies 

"Thank you." Fuck 

"No problem. | like saying it. lve already told ya that. You remember? That was while we." 


"Wow, wow, hold on! You.. you are drunk. Let's not talk about it" | cut him off. This wasn't going in the right 


direction. 

"Ok. But you really don't remember?" 

"No, cause nothing like that ever happened Blitz" 

"Yes, it did." He argued. 

"Oh, come on! | don't remember and don't want to! You are acting really weird!" 


| took a deep breath. "Look, | don't want to put you of, but.. stop it, please." | pleaded softly and friendly. 
Whatever had happened in our youth it couldn't spoil what we had now. 


"I'm sorry. You are so much more understanding than her..." 


Uh? "Who do you have on mind?" 

"You know, my old lady." He said, bitter tone present in his voice. 

Old lady? This wasn't very caressing pet name. 

‘Is it really that badly between you two?" | couldn't say it came as no surprise. 

"Yes..." 

"Don't worry buddy, | think you'll get along soon 

"| don't know." He admitted, defeat spreading all over his features. "| wanted to tell you, how it happened." 
"You mean, the injury?" 

He nodded barely noticeably. 


| said nothing due to the tightening in my throat that was choking me and anxiousness in my chest. Why did | 
have an odd feeling that now | should hold onto my bandmate instead of him onto me? Guess, DD. 


His eyes shot up to mine in that miserable manner second time this night. And then he whispered: 


"She did it." 


"DD, which hour is it, now?" 

My companion woke me up from my muse. 

"Huh? Oh... | don't know.. three or four am." 

"Damn..." 

"Why do you care?" | asked not really interested, yawning. "You wouldn't sleep today anyway." 

‘Its not that" 

| turned to face him. What was wrong again? 

We were sitting in a hospital lounge to sew our dear friend, Bobby, who apparently was attacked by his wife 


armed with a stool and trying to murder him. He was so cold and pale. | wrapped my arms tighter around him 
to keep him warm as much as | could myself. Though a bit uncomfy, | couldn't leave him. The crazy bitch 


would kill me or something if she lost her toy.. Nurses gave us some blankets and hot drinks, but it didn't help 
much. | insisted that it was a severe damage and he needed a blood transfusion, but they, smiling shoddily and 
fake like some fuckin’ clowns in a circus, only placed us here and gave those.. bonus items. 

Bobby never was very combative type. He just returned those fake grimaces and politely let the cunts do 
what they wanted. Fortunately | was there. Otherwise they would have had him sit naked in a bloody 
cubbyhole... Helll Too much blood for one day. Why hadn't | bled from my nose already - | dunno. 

"Bobby?" | pushed him a bit to straighten my hunched legs. 

"Yes?" He scooted to me closer, trembling. 

"What did you want to say?" 

"Well, | was meant to be at the airport now.." 

"Huh, wait. Airport?" 

"Yeah..." 

"What for? Now, completely drunk, injured and freezing to death from lose of blood?" 

„Oh, shut up." He spat. „Maybe you don't care that | shouldn't be here with ya" 

| snorted. "Isn't it because you haven't been with your family lately?" 


"Yes it is" 


"| don't get you. She attacked you. Almost killed. Killed! You know what that means? And you want to come back 


to her?" 


Now he stayed silent. A slight blush on his cheeks. | knew his pain. Pride. A woman hurt him and he just 


escaped. It wasn't something to be proud of, when you're a man especially. But still.. 
"We'll figure it out. And there are kids afterwards." 

Yeah, kids.. 

"You think?" 

Yes, this was kind of my fault...” 


"What are you saying?" 


He sighed and gulped weakly. 

"Well, it's a long story.. 

"We have time.. now, that you're here and not there and it's late and silent and dark and." 

"Ok, ok. | got it" He raised his hands mockingly. 

Then we both laughed. 

When the sound of our breathing was the only noise among dense silence | raised my hand and placed it 
soothingly on his shoulder. Trying to make my countenance as serious and knowing as possible, | told him what 


he'd already known, but | wanted him to be sure of. 


"Bobby, | want to say, that you will always be my best and the first friend. No matter what, | will always 
stand by your side. Man, | will never judge you or push you away. What | mean is that." | looked to his eyes. 


So calm they were, full of some warm, honest feeling.. love? 
"I will always back you up and accept. Always." 
He smiled knowingly and again hid his face in that gorgeous mane. 


"I know.. thank you Carlo. | love you, as no one else." And then his head found its way into the warm pit 


between my chin and the chest, tickling my neck. Some unmistakable warm flooded my guts. 
"| love you too, bro" | rubbed his scalp. "I love you too, Robert 

And he chuckled. 

"Since when do you use my given name?" Blitz asked me curiously. 

| shrugged. "Since now." 

"| could get used to it. You sound so sincerely saying it" 

"I think that's what | was aiming for." | whispered into his silky, ruffled mop. 

"Then you succeeded... 


| shuddered when his cold lips touched a vulnerable, soft spot on my throat. | couldn't resist pulling his head 
closer, grinding our fine life-covers together. Hot breath of his enfolded my neck up from the line shaped by 


the fragile, mortal bone holding tongue muscles and down through the Adam's apple's peak to the shallow 
dimple of the collarbone, where the moist wave had been caught and sent invisible electricity down my stiffed 
body. What the fuck was happening with me? 

His breath became hitched and unsteady, what forced me to move his mouth from my neck, craving 
desperately for this passion in his kisses, but.. this wasn't allowed. And after all, | didn't even know if he really 
intended to kiss me or just slipped from my grip and.. 

"Carlo.. do you remember?" He said in a husky voice. 

My hand wrapped itself around Bobby's neck. | no longer controlled my own movements. 

"Y-yes." | swallowed and his lips brushed my skin "No." 

"Why is it so?" 

"| don't know.. Tell me about it" 

His head now moved from me so that he could look into my eyes. 

"You really want to?" 

| nodded. | couldn't admit to myself that | really craved for knowing what happened while we were young, angry, 
inexperienced, bold, determined to be the best of all and messing around with groupies in our free time... and 
apparently with each other, too. 

No, this couldn't be. | would never, ever touched any man that way. But.. looking into his eyes | could see all 
those feelings and events like they were still alive, like nothing changed in Blitz mind. | could admit he was stil 
living over-the-top and never stopped being the most energetic and charismatic guy I've ever known. | 
remembered like once on an interview he told the host about the new territories. It excited him to no end to 
perform once again and to conquer hearts of all the fuckers that came to let us wreck'em in the land he'd 
been only once to. But now it seemed like he'd been so many times to my soul, but still he didn't know 
everything.. Did he want to know how low can | fall with him? No.. he wouldn't do this. 

"But first.. tell me what your intensions are." | asked him all of a sudden 

"Maybe | shouldn't tell you at all. If you don't remember, then you aren't meant to know..." 

"No, you should tell me." 

"Why?" 


| hesitated, but not cause | didn't know the answer. Just because | wasn't sure | wanted... 


"Because." | looked miserable for sure. "You look into eyes of the like of the man that doesn't remember’ 
"Hts a lie. You do, but you don't want to. 

"| want! 

A deep sigh occurred near my ear. 


"Ok. | will remind you. Before the dawn rises." He told me very, very seriously. 


| and you were just worms creeping under feet of the world. Begging for a beer or a place to stay. This was 
our choice, some would tell that stupid, but | don't regret anything. This was a fight to stay who you are and 
then just come out like the stars. You didn’t regret either. | don't know how you are now feeling about it, but 
back in the day we were always unanimous. | thought it would never change, but after that one December 
morning it lapsed. Not our friendship. But our unison in developing. That is the time when your partner in crime 
becomes your rival. When nothing counts but your loved one, the only one. |, though were ready to step out 
our bondage and start the grown life, saw that you didn't want to. | couldn't understand it. | thought that you 
were just jealous and wanted to hold me back and not let our relationship fall apart. | thought it was very 
selfish from you and got pissed of course. But | never grew balls to just make it clear and work out the new 
way of living. Instead | decided to keep my distance and not let you in ever again. But the truth was that | 


needed you, too.. 


It was after we released our third long play. Before the end of the era We weren't kids and we were soon-to- 
become legends. We both knew it and we both were going to have as much fun as possible and to take over as 
much territories as possible. And, yeah, we were the greatest challenges for one another. We were spending 
some time together, jamming and thinking of some new riffs and lyrics, but, shit, we went through it too 
quickly and we just had too much time to think everything over. And we were alone. Like usually. We ended up 
being in completely opposite moods than before. | was contemplative and worried and you were pissed and 
expectant. How did it happen? | can't tell you. And that's not the point. What was next mattered. 


It was so late, that it was getting early. | couldn't concentrate on anything you were saying to me. And what 
was strange, it wasn't because of tiredness. | was awake and almost fresh as in the morning. | was thinking 
how | could have hated you or where would you take me to show me how hopeless world in fact was. And why 
everything is meant to reach the years of decay. We wasn't going to change ever. Then why did something tell 
me that we would indeed..? Was | the one to keep tending the fire of misunderstanding and hostility? 


Then | turned my head to look into your eyes. The first time from way back. You were a bit meek Not 
something unusual. And | never considered it being something new and meaningful. Though your dark irises 
seemed to spread everywhere around me. | thought it was impossible to reach the center of your deep soul. 
This was so beautiful. Like the Earth. And | felt so bad for pushing you from me. For pushing everything that 


unstable, volatile water needs - invincible, solid soil. 


"How can you be so unresponsive all the fuckin’ time?" You said irritated. "Blitz, | want you to pay me some of 


your attention!" 

"Oh... Ok. What for?" | asked in a soft, loving voice. 

"You are acting weird" You said concerned. "What's wrong?" You asked then. Just like this time. 
"Nothing." | said still looking at you, worried as well 


You finally gave up on your bass and stepped up to me. How could | tell, what dwelled under the thick layer of 
your brains? The nearer you got the more details of jelly pools | could see. So wild and dirty were they. None 
of my worries disappeared. | guess that's why | never stayed silent. | had to make sure that you knew 


everything | thought about you. 
"You have beautiful eyes." | whispered. 


You stared at me like you saw me the first time in your life. And never moved. That is until | grunted lowly. 
You turned around rapidly. A smirk appearing on your lips. You then grabbed your jacket and left saying: "I'l 
get us something to drink" 


Not knowing why | felt a shiver of excitement running down my body. Hope is something illusive, it never brings 


you any certainty, but in spite of that, you can't get rid of it once it put down roots, deceptive bitch. 


The anguish | felt didn't cease with time. It only grew while your silhouette was wandering off towards the 
sprawl. From me and my fears. What fears? Obviously there were some if | was observing you throughout the 


window like a night watcher. 


| fidgeted in my place, couldn't find any room for my trembling limbs. A motor breath jingled in my ears as a 
bell tolling. From outside slipping into the room | was dwelling. Just like it was calling me, saying: it's over, over.. 
the years of innocence and blindness finally decayed.. decayed away..! Isn't it what | wanted? No. Cause now | 
knew that the place I'd been calling home had never been the one. | was home only then, right then with you in 
our secret hideout. And | was there to stay. Nothing could ever change it. You would always be my family. And 


home | never had. 


| forgot about dread the moment | saw you coming back. Steps like pacing of a cat, barely audible on the 
staircase. And then a cling of glass followed by radiation of your overwhelming, stifling presence. Like this pure 
sound was meant to clear the aura for your arrival. You were always crashing me with your inscrutable 
psyche.. You don't know so many things about me. | know even less about myself though.. But | always loved 
the way you could make me stable and certain of things going just like | wanted them to. But not you. You 
would never be one of those things. 


You placed a bottle of beer in front of me. Bare lip welcoming me. Couple of big sips, one bottle, five minutes 


and my attention was gone. Drawn in the alcohol. 

Your second one was gone before | could register it. But you drinking that much? 

"Are you really liking me?" You asked when | stood bowing above a table, my back turned on you. 
"Sure." | replied not thinking how that could have sounded like. 

"Blitz?" A question? 

"Yeah?" 

Silence. 

Blitz?" Again a questioning but that time also a daring hint in your voice. 


My guts already hurt when | decided on turning and taking what you had for me. Everything in me screamed 
for me not to do this. But what was the use? | couldn't run from you. Any pain would be better than you 
leaving then and never coming back. I'd have lost the only place in my heart that | felt peaceful and safe at if | 
had done what my stupid thoughts had been telling me to. It could have seemed as though a very easy move 
but my muscles and bones screamed and | was shuttering. 

And then | thought: what the fuck? Why am | acting like a big pussy? | ain't going to stand here like a prey to 
kill. 


Excitement flooded me for no reason. My feet spun me round quickly. 


And then | felt your weight on me. Your lean, firm thighs closed up around my hips, calves slipping over one of 
my lorg legs, holding tightly. Your arms clung to each side of my chest, crawling up where your hands rested, 
one on my neck and another in the back of my head. You encircled me in a fraction of a second it seemed and 
while our chests were rubbing gently your swift limbs surrounded me completely along with your chin in the 
crook of my neck. | managed just a strangled gasp, but then, just when you pushed me even further on the 


table forcing me to brace in effort to not fall on my back, | was about to throw you off of me. 


And again you made me frozen after the sudden assault. | felt your mouth covering my lips with hunger that 
stopped breath in my chest and blood in my veins. Wide pads sucked in between your fleshy ones. Greedily 
attacking, clutching, pulling, imprisoning them. Sullying me with the strands of saliva that trailed and stuck to 
our mouths as a web connecting us. Your hands grasped my back desperately in a forceful grip, your knee 
slipped between my legs and grinded roughly against my crotch. My eyes shut and my head snapped back 
mechanically, breaking the filthy kiss. But soon the knee disappeared to wander up the side of my trembling 
thigh. 


| didn't really know what was happening at first. Just you straddled my lap and then ardently bowed and braced 


as a cougar ready to jump, ready to take what it wanted. | opened my eyes again in deep shock and still frozen, 


forgotten in sensation of your sudden actions. The curtain of long, curly, black hair spread itself around me, 
obscuring the view. But what | definitely saw was a lustful glint instantly present in your brownish eyes, so 
dirty, so tempting, so irresistible. | couldn't pluck up any courage to respond or reject you, though. 


"DD... I-I..| can't.." | whispered not sure if you could hear that. I'm sure that if your ear hadn't been right 


beside my face you wouldn't have. 


| soon saw that you did, cause your parted lips closed in a hurtful pout and you swallowed a painful expression 
But then your features softened and you leaned in to place your mouth smoothly on mine again, but in entirely 
remote way. | could hear you breathe lightly like nothing ever happened. Composer back in your movements. 
And that caressing factor I'd never resist. The tongue dared to slide out and it eagerly run over my bottom 
lip. Before | noticed your tongue had already cleaned me up from your own saliva. Then a palm brushed my 
chin to remove the rest of the stickiness. And you spoke meekly: 


"Sorry. | shall leave, yes?" 


You were backing off, your face motionless and frozen, when | grabbed you tightly around the waist. 
Confused look you gave me made me blush so helplessly, but | need to admit it was the sweetest thing I've 
ever experienced. | shook my head emphatically. 


"No..." | whispered. 


This time, as our lips met | wasn't immobile at all. My hands roaming over your perfectly shaped body, made 
you whimper in pleasure and the kiss became soon more eager than before, burning desire flowing in us. Your 
tongue this time didn't hesitate to enter. And when the depths of our mouths opened to each other, you 
groaned so suggestively and a hot fume filled my insides. Then an animalistic, primeval need surged in my 
stomach overcoming my senses which induced a low, guttural moan from me. | urgently pushed you deeper to 
my body craving for your touch. It was a need | had never felt before. Insuppressible want flaming and turning 
me into ashes. Dusting self-control. | turned us over so that | was on top of you, your legs poking from 
underneath me and | started exploring your mouth thoroughly. You were moaning and tugging on my hair, 
forcing me to lie flat on you. | couldn't have cared less. All| wanted was you and your touch. | was moaning 


even louder than you, but at the time | didn't care. Our tongues battled and danced swiftly alternately. 


Your back colliding with hard surface of the table, that I'd pushed you onto, curled and you bounced on me 
again, sitting next in between my crossed legs. Our lips never parted, pressed together. Loud noises of 
smacking, tongues rubbing and panting surrounded us, creating our small world. Passion dominated our actions 
and the kiss gained sweetness and lovingness. Never | thought that kissing a guy would feel more honest and 
magical at the same time than any chick actually. But you weren't just a guy. You were my Carlo. My beloved 
friend. We both separated and opened our eyes to share thoughts that swam in our minds. | could say you 
were concerned and so did |. But mostly we just admired each other locked in an assuring, warm embrace. | 
stroked tenderly your cheek with my thumb and tilted your head so that | could kiss you properly. You never 
protested, just slowly fluttered your eyes shut. My palms rested in the back of your head, pulling you even 


closer, your ones followed being placed softly on my shoulder blades, your arms sliding from the chest up my 


back firstly. And then | crushed our lips impatiently, passionately kissing yours feathery soft. For now only 
caressing the satiny light skin. 


"Mmm... Bobby.." You cried into me begging for me to deepen the kiss finally. 


My tongue slid just after you opened your mouth to speak. And the moist sensation welcomed me. | tried to 
find the spots that would make you shudder and moan. | soon succeeded, rubbing your curious, greedy tongue 
in the place that gave you real pleasure. Time after time, our mouths and tongues brushed and tentatively run 
over one another's roof of the mouth or the place where a tongue is attached to a mouth. | petted you as 
much as | could until our gentle play wasn't enough. With hormones, alcohol and excitement rushing through 
our veins it didn't take much to make us growl with pure lust our tongues battling and limbs getting anxious. 


You interrupted just to get to my earlobe and you kissed it and sucked slightly, letting go with a loud smack. 
"| want you." You said hoarsely. 
"Oh, Carlo... let me love you." | squealed, immediately surprised by my own words. 


| thought you might now laugh at me and push off, but it never happened. Instead you took my hand in yours, 
squeezed it gently and what made me tremble placed it on your rib cage, just where your heart should be. 


"Carlo?" | asked still not daring to raise my eyes. 
You sighed fidgety but contently. Warm flooded me from the tip of my head to the toes. 
"Yes... yes, Bobby.. do this. | want you so bad." 


Hearing that | couldn't stop myself any more. We kissed lustfully once more and then | lifted you gently in my 
arms. You landed on your back again, legs spread and wrapped around me. Mouths occupied with heated kisses. 
One of your hands slid down my arm to my waist and another grasped my nape and tangled with my hair. Once 


again | wanted only your touches. 


| was convinced that the fun didn't stop there, when our hard-ons grinded unceremoniously. The agonizing 
feeling in my belly grew larger when | couldn't find the way to get to your bare skin. Alcohol and lust fogging 
logical reasoning. Fortunately instinct told me everything | needed. Ripping a vest you were wearing | smirked as 
a fool. Never wasted time for talking just moved from your reddened face and literally licked a trail down your 
neck to the collarbone, sucking and savoring the taste as though you were a luxury dish or a dry wine. Then | 
stopped. Just for a minute to make a dark pink hickey. | wanted to kiss you forever, lick and suck your delicious 
body. | heard you murmur and pant shallowly while a downpour of wet kisses was being spilt upon your breast. 


| intently avoided the nipples wanting to make you beg for me to take you and stop the tortures. 


Suddenly you let out a bestial growl and you brutally pulled me up towards your mouth to nip on mine and bite 
carelessly until | bled. After that everything went incredibly fast. In the blink of an eye my own shirt was 


yanked off me and now none of us stayed submissive, fighting for dominance, rolling over the squeaking table 


till we fell off with a loud thud. Still trying to gain the upper hand, you wriggled in my grip, but you had no 
chance once | managed to open the zipper in your jeans and pull them down rudely. Wide grin appeared on your 


face and you giggled darkly. 


"Hmm.. you are being really horny, aren't ya Blitz?" Seductive tone made you sound even more evilly. And you 


chuckled again. "Don't worry babe, | want this as much as you." 


| smiled at you broadly and felt you up through your underwear. You moaned desperately rolling your hips up 
to me. But soon imitated my move and we both were almost completely naked. You made me sit on the floor 
and straddled my thigh yourself. Your hand in my boxers made me groan and desire to feel your wet mouth 
there grew straightaway. You didn’t let me down and lowered your head to lick the oozing tip of my shaft. | 
embraced you not to lose that wonderful contact. Warm spread itself over me when you swallowed me whole. | 
swept the sight and growled aroused more by the view than your favor. You dampened me from top to 
bottom and teasingly licked my balls before straightening. | needn't have been told what to do next. Probing you 
slightly first with my fingers and lubing with my own spit | rolled us and pressed your back to the floor. Your 
moaning changed into mewling that expressed mixed feeling, but lust in your eyes never ceased. Neither did 


mine. 


You were so hot, so tight | found it impossible to move when the sensation overwhelmed me, but | forced 
myself to move, not to leave you there uncomfortable and exposed. We, joined in one, moaning and moving in 
unison, it felt as haven when | locked my gaze with yours full of love and passion. | was speechless and taken 
aback after your hands traveled up from my abdomen, through the chest to my torso, your eyes never 
letting go of mine. You looked so vulnerable, so beautiful. So beautiful. And when your arms encircled my neck 
in a gentle cuddle, | pressed our lips together to hear you moan and whisper my name pleadingly. | lifted you 
and sat up, placing you on my hips that were grinding into you sensitively but passionately. This was the 
cutest moment of all 

I've ever experienced. Every time | hit your spot you clutched me tighter, wriggled and met my thrust 
willingly. | kissed you sweetly all along, till we both came and you shouted my name to the ceiling above us. | did 


into your neck. 
Then with our pants on and bare chests we lied, holding each other, caressing and kissing tenderly. We didn't 
speak much. Just looked at one another, seeing in a brand new way. Tucking random strands of hair behind 


your ears | murmured to you sweetly at the same time a bit absent-mindedly: 


"You are beautiful, DD, so beautiful.. how | never noticed that..2" Then a quick kiss and again: "So pretty... | l- 


like you, so much..” 
You didn't laugh or winced, just lied beside me, palming my broad chest lightly and gazing honestly into my face. 
"| like you, too.." You hesitated. "Me too, sweetheart." 


It kinda surprised me, but | said nothing. Just was thinking of how the hell that happened. And still not sure 
what | felt for you. 


Blitz story was nothing | could have expected. In fact it was so detailed | had to turn a deaf ear most of the 
time, not to get a hard-on. But anyhow, | felt my pants get uncomfortable. Hell.. 


| turned my head to the side, feeling awkward as never before. 


"Now you remember?" He asked. 
"Yeah... | do." | gulped. 
| really did. It all came back when he told me about me jumping on him. Everything. 


"Y'know, | never meant that in some affectionate way. That eye thing or liking you. | just was being honest" You 


tickled my neck with your wild hair. "You musta misunderstood me" 

| nodded 

"But it still doesn't explain why.. why | did it" | whispered. 

"| think you were just alone or needed some quick lay." You told me bitterly. 


| could swear he was touched. And hurt. Hey, how would you feel if your friend used you as an occasional 


fuck? 
"Why do you think so?" 


"Well, after that happened you never again acknowledged us doing such things. Whenever | tried to touch you, 
you just freaked out and denied everything if | told you about this one night. So | gave up finally.” 


Yes, it must be this. Shit, how to make him feel better? | really forgot or just like Bobby said, | didn't want to 


remember? Ahh, | didn't know anymore. 

It was rather sticky situation, but happened long ago and wouldn't affect our friendship if we worked it out 
now. Yes, my pride was a problem, indeed. However, we were good friends, we've known each other for decades 
now and it wasn't a great obstacle. One issue remained unclear, though. What did Blitz really felt? His lack of 
engagement was questionable. 


"Are you alright with that now?" 


"What do you mean?" He answered with a question. 


| wasn't gay. | wasn't attracted to Blitz. But did he? 


"Look, I'm sorry | never believed you." And reckoned you a frivolous daydreamer. "I just... | ain't gay. | never 


meant to.. seduce ya. And | don't want you to think I'm some perverted freak. And | didn't want to think so 
myself." | blushed madly hoping that he wouldn't notice. 


"IFs ok. | know. And | am not mad with you." He patted my arm reassuringly. 
‘lm glad." | breathed, my throat dry. 


Bobby immediately started to snore faintly. | only made sure that he wouldn't fall and | was getting sleepy 
myself... 


"Mr. Ellsworth!" A nurse called making us jump. 

‘Its your turn" 

He stood startled immediately and almost met sterile, white floor, when it came out that his legs refused to 
collaborate. His soft, fair nut-brown hair floated on the stinky, hospital air, seemed to fade away. | rushed to 
catch him. When he was again on his feet | didn't let go of him. Then his pellucid form would surely shatter 
into million pieces. 

"Slow, Bobby, slow." | murmured. "We don't need you to break you head, do we?" 

He looked so confused and mixed-up because he couldn't walk on his own. | felt terrible for him. 

One of those bitches went past us, but didn't bother herself to help with the door. So | tucked one arm under 
Bobby's armpit and curled the free hand over the doorknob. | managed to get in and drag Blitz behind me, but 


closing the door, no. 


The doctor was a woman in her middle-forty or so. She was blonde with eyes that reminded so much these 


ones of Bobby. That dim, glassy blue. 

She smiled at us and opened a folder with documents. 

"So Mr. Ellsworth and Mr. Verni, my name is Sandra Iceberg" And here she smiled knowingly. "I am going to 
examine your wound now and we will decide if you need any stiches, Mr. Ellsworth. But first you will be.. hmm, 
interviewed." She chuckled 

Bobby stared at her for a while before mumbling: "Ok" And then he giggled weakly, too. 

"Very well, so let's start. Did you consume any alcohol during last 24 hours?" 


"Um, yes." 


"And what amount?" 


Now he grimaced. "Hmm, quite a few.. | think 2 bottles of beer and one whiskey." 
"Ok. How long ago did this accident happen?" 

"Oh, | dunno, maybe 6 hours ago...” 

"But not earlier?" The woman asked cautiously. 

"No. For sure, not" 

"And how did it occur?" 


Now, that was the hard part. | had helped him to find an excuse, but | think he forgot it out of stress and 


exhaustion. 
"Miss, I'm sorry for interrupting, but | will explain, if you let me. He is a bit too absent-minded" | cut in 
"Well, go on then" She agreed. 


And then | told her our made up history of a private party with a little gig and flying chair that accidentally 
happened to land on Bobby's poor head. After a few more questions she watched the cut and stated: 


"It doesn't look good. Doesn't bleed anymore, notwithstanding. We need to take out these slivers and then | fear 


well need to lay sutures. And then we will make an X-ray just in case’ 

"And how much exactly." | asked shyly. 

She shrugged. "I think 3 or 4 will do.” 

| nodded 

"Do you want your friend to leave now?" Dr. Iceberg asked 

It took some time for Bobby to realize it was directed to him. 

'No.. no, | want him to stay." He flushed a bit, contrast clear on his white skin 
| chuckled and the doctor smiled too, visibly only for me. 

"Sure, I'l stay. Hf you want it so much" | joked 


Blitz though, didn't huff. He was so tired, almost unconscious. He just hid in his beloved mane again. 


| just observed while Doctor Sandra swiftly and skillfully employed her medical equipment. Needle and thread 


danced together and obeyed every move of their owner like puppets. Then, when she inserted the needle into 
hard but plain, snowy skin of Bobby's temple, | winced. Why? He's a big boy. | didn't need to cry for him as well. 
He didn't make a sound. What was going on with me? Cold spike cut into his flesh followed by a cool, abrupt pull 
of a taunt thread. His delicate flesh was resistant, but gave in to an intruder. He made then unexpected 


squeaking sound. 

"It hurts?" | asked, concern in my voice. 

He shook his head. "Cool it. It's just the wound... 

Sandra never stopped her job. Playing an act of fingers, steel and synthetic material on a scene of the crime. 


| wished we'd been home already. But where is that? At my place? Bobby's place? Or maybe somewhere else? 
Our houses were now empty and abandoned. Some strange dot flashed before my eyes. Black spot of fluttering 
wings that couldn't be located. And then | noticed it was a red snip. A little butterfly-fritter soaked with blood 
reflected my fantasies. Hot , incandescent imagination of moist insides and cinders glowing in a stone fireside. 
Rawness against familiarity. Passion burning in a crystal heart of death. There was something incurably 
titillating in this vision, that swelled, while | stared at growing invasion of snowflakes, which stopped looking like 
flakes long ago. They mingled and created a white icing on the hard, cooled cookie... oh, god.. Not this! 


‘Oh, god!" Lady Doctor screamed and a loud crush | heard made my insides turn upside down. 
"Bobby?" | turned to see him lying flat, looking as lifeless as the table he'd been sitting on. My breath stuck in 
the chest. Panic flooded me and | pounced to my friend's body, not knowing if there's still life running through 


his veins. 


"Bobby! Bobby!" | shouted at him. "Wake up, buddy!" | don't think | was ever so scared in my life. "Bobby!" | 
shook him and slapped his cheeks desperately. 


"What's going on?! Why did he lose his consciousness? They told it wouldn't happen!" | sent that bitch a look full 
of hatred. 


"| don't know! He must have lost a lot of blood before he got here." She excused herself, bustling over the 


room. "| couldn't know." 


Rage blurred the sight around me. "How could you not?" | spat tauntingly. "Are you a doctor or a fuckin’ 
quack?" 


She defensively crossed her hands. "Please, don't insult me, ok? You have no right." She pointed her finger at 


me. 


"Call for help! What are you, miss, waiting for?" | shouted. 


She looked at me, fairly offended, but did what | asked for. 


My shivery hands caressed icy-cold cheeks of my friend, begging him to stay strong. | really worried about 
his life. He'd been through so many serious disorders and now this. How could that bitch do something like that, 
knowing this? If Bobby didn't love her, | wouldn't hesitate to fuckin’ kill her. 

Taking the sight in, | could see pure misery. Paper-thin border between life and death, that was now guarding 
my Blitz made me honest-to-gods, cry with fear. | couldn't control tears gathering behind my eyelids. His kids 
couldn't lose him. Whole the world couldn't: 


No, | couldn't lose him. No... 
Big, hot tear fell and spattered right above his lips. | moved to wipe it off.. 
| saw him then. 


Yeah, | ain't kidding. | saw him like it was the first time in my life. Not nearly 30 years, but the very first 
time. | didn't know where to place my hands, nor how to look at him, | was like absofuckinglutely in a fuckin’ 
blackout. And he was my light. So unknown, yet so wonderfully tempting. | couldn't think or cringe in disgust 
when these thoughts came to me, not again. | had a flashback. Everything seemed like back then when we first 
met, but | managed to shake that all off me replacing fascination of fresh, young Bobby and his angelic laugh 
and whole the fire of rebelliousness and intellect with envy and then respect getting closer to him and 
becoming friends to drown out any physical attraction. Hoping against hope. And now he so vulnerable and | 


dazed. How could | never notice this all? 


Bobby's face was now so light, snow-white and immobile, like a mask made of white gold. Shone in a glow of 
past years, emphasized by a veil of his tumbling hazel curls. Pure silk when you put your fingertips in them. 
Sharp, unique features now cleared. Eyelids forever embalmed in the expression of a peaceful smile and those 
thin and straight lips, so wide and soft at the same time, usually of healthy rosy shade but now so yellowish, 
pale. Strong jaws embraced that kissable mouth and opened up to high cheekbones. Hollow cheeks showed more 
how slender his lean face was, now scrawny even. Plain and flawless, undoubtedly. And as a crownpiece of this 
masterpiece built structure, pair of delicious, thick, smoky brows merging discreetly with a fabric of fine and 
fragile skin. Then sloping and turning vaguely upside to form a peak of his straight nose and then two delicate 
shade flakes of nostrils. He was perfect, epic. 


| bowed to get as near as possible. Checking on his breathing | got high on his familiar fragrance. Thankfully he 
did breathe. And when my head got even lower to his chest | happily sighed at the sound of his heart pounding 
lively inside, making whole the machinery work You could never feel it until your loved one is about to die. That 


relief. When they are still obscene and moving. 


Beauty of death was undeniable and even. But that persistence made it so bastard, unnatural. We wanted to 
prison it in nano-chiseled memorials, assaulted it with sonic booms, image flashes, hoping it to stop existing just 
because there'd be no emptiness, no blank gaps. Yes, you guessed. There's no use. This is just a naive 


sophistry. 


But what mattered, Bobby hadn't been pecked by death so moisture and warmth still was rendering him 


hideously alive. 


"You are looking good today.. so dead... please, wake up." This whisper, full of disgust, made its way out a throat 
tightened by dread and salty mixture of tears, phlegm and suds. 


Playing under Blitz clothes, on the strings of muscle fibers through the wash all over his body.. soundboard.. 
slim one and broad in places, massive. Deep sounds and low tones forced by a butterfly touches. Fingerboard so 
rock-hard. There the strings.. chords getting taunt. Till the crook of his neck made me eternally hyperactive. 
Longing to hold.. cheeks so cold. 

Why won't you respond? 

"Oh, papal Oh, mamal | have to?" | sighed. 

Then | brushed my lips to the hole of the tempting depth of a cheek.. sucked. 

| want you to come back. | love you.. you ignorant." Like none of my mates. 

But he just couldn't read from invisible. 

His eyes finally flew open, but shock they hid was suffocating. 

"DD..2" He asked, but what about? "Why'd you do this..2" 

I'd been on the edge all along and | couldn't survive the blow, when Bobby's eyes snapped shut again. 


| fainted, beautifully. 


It was as though my insides cried and roared as a dying lion cub. Ripped apart by my own kind. That was how 
waking up in some strange place after the blessing of nocturnal gods of hangover. Shit. Ohhhhhhhh... 
uhuhuhuhhh..! 

"My head." | cried out my agony. 


"Here." A hand waved a good piece of a pill under my nose and a glass of water was placed on a coffee table in 


front of the sofa or something which I'd been lying in 
"Thank you, good Samaritan" | told when the supposed painkiller landed on my palm. 


| swallowed the pill dry and then jumped to swill the glass out. | emptied whole in a few seconds. 


"Ah, good! Can | have some more?" | asked now turning to look at whoever had rescued me from my pains. 
It was Bobby, quite freaked out, but yeah, him 

"Hey, bro. Would you be so kind to, y'know?" | furrowed my eyebrows puzzled by his strange behavior. 
And now! Did | see well? He blushed? 


Before | could ask he took the glass from my hand and strolled to the kitchen When he was coming back | 


watched him curiously. Seeing stiches in his forehead.. everything came back to me. 


| nodded as ‘thanks' and then just drank. But water really seemed stuck before my tonsils as if it was oil, so | 


choked a few times. 


"Carlo." he spoke and | jumped in my place. A thin tickle of water ran down the corner of my mouth, staining 


my already sweaty clothes. "We need to talk” 

| looked at him curiously. He rarely uses my name. What made him do this? 

‘Oh, yeah." | chuckled nervously. "Indeed" 

Instantly | had a feeling that | forgot something very important. In general | remembered extremely little from 
the previous hours. But nonetheless | could still see Blitz temple scratched and horrifyingly bloody. And then 
him pale as death and lying lifeless.. | think | panicked. And then some single flashes of retention.. me in arms 
of.. some curly beauty. Then some guys tearing me apart from her... and a painful prick and then nothing. 
Really weird. 

"You know what happened, do you?" He asked. 

"Yes. | went to the bar, met you, bleeding you, then we went to the hospital, the doctor laid some stiches on 
you and somehow | got into arms of some curly girl. It doesn't make any sense, though." | shrugged." Do you 
know who that was? Maybe some other, earlier memory mixed with everything and this is how it emerged." 
‘Maybe.." You stared at me irritated a bit. "And then?" 

| remembered nothing more, so | asked of something involving Blitz. 

"Hey, you fainted, right? And what happened next?" 

He sighed. "Yes, but soon came back to my senses. They gave me something nutritious and ordered to rest a 


few days.. And about that X-ray, they made it, but l.. there was no serious brain damage so they discharged 


me the same day" 


"That's cool. | was worried about you. | think at least 
This time | made him chuckle and couldn't stop my lips to twist into a content smile. 
"And what about me? How did | even got here?" 


Blitz! smile collapsed and was replaced by a nervous grimace and he himself got visibly uptight. Then he 
dropped his eyes. 


"Umm, you know.. well, you had a.. they told me that you had a dart of panic and needed to, hmm, incapacitate 
you, cause you got really furious that you needed to let go of that... fellow. In fact that was some kind of an 
attack like fit of rage or something. They drugged you. And when | was leaving | took you with me, because 
none of your family could and after all | owed you a lift” He smiled lukewarmly and rather unconvincing, more 
to himself than me. A spasm of panic? He needed to convince himself | think. 

But wait. What? A bloke? But why would | have been lying in arms of a guy?! 

"Um, Blitz, you meant from that girl, yeah?" 

He crimsoned, but tried to hide his confusion. 

"Ah, yes.. sorry man." 

| could see he'd been keeping something back. And he just admitted that all that shit with a curly girl happened 
in the bloody hospital. What mess. | was a bit dizzy, but | always could see right through him. That 
characteristic line. | would never mistake this with anything else. 

"You're hiding something" | stated. 

He wasn't looking at me. Something had happened, but | had no idea what was that. 

"Bobby, you look to be matter with something." 

| have a memory. But | don't think it's a true one. | must've been hallucinating.” He admitted easily. 

| swallowed the ball in my throat. 

"What memory?" 


"Nah, drop it. It's stupid. We gotta now find some way outa this whole shit... 


| rubbed my chin. "Ok, but you sure you don't wanna..?" 


"Yes, m'sure." He cut me off. 

| rested my elbow on the table's crease, trying not to fall off the coach. 

"What are we gonna do now?" | grumbled. 

"| dunno." 

"How helpful." 

"Shut up." 

"You shut up." 

| didn't even mean it spitefully, though he raised his vicious stare at me, obviously sore and pissed off. 

"Me? Me, shut up?! No, you willl" Bobby shouted with all the strength of his powerful lungs. "Who wanted me 
to go to a fuckin’ hospital just because | had a little scratch?! Do you think | like being your fuckin’ toy? Or a 
bottle-washer? It is not even your business what problems | have and how | deal with them. It is not me what 
you care about after all. You are not even half as responsible for Overkill's success as | am. You just like 
ordering and instructing. And l'm not the second one. Rather you!" 

Holy shit. Why was he so furious with me? 

"What the hell Blitz? | am trying to figure you out, not make a slave! You are fuckin’ hysteric. And.. Hal Overkill 
would never even existed without me and you wouldn't as well. So don't play here, cause you know that." A 
sneer crept up my face. 


"You are such arrogant asshole." He shook his head slowly. "Arrogant piece of shit! You've always been" 


"So what? It has never bothered you. What the hell is the matter with you? What's up Blitz?" My voice 


softened. He was in pain, but | couldn't say why. Because of his wife? From a damage? Or something else? 
"Don't try your tricks on me Verni" He warned, 


"Geez, Blitz, are you gonna whine all the time because of that damned flight you lost?" | was guessing it was 


that. "That's a pity! Shit happens. And what?" 
"You ain't gonna stay here." 


| have my own house." | said, though it hurt he was kicking me out of his home. 


"But | always thought that my place is yours and that this house is also my home.." 
| still couldn't look through his callous facade, but now he trembled and leaned in to the wall 

"Your wife called while you were sleeping” He told me. 

"Oh, really? What did she say?" 

"That they're waiting for you." He took a deep breath. "And that your daughter's friend is going to be there. 


Wow. So she decided to arrange our meeting. Good girl. So brave and straightforward. She'll never hurt much 


from misunderstanding. | couldn't say it about Blitz it appeared. 


"Bobby, when was the last time we argued for real, huh?" | asked him. "I feel guilty, though | don't know why. 
Now | raised my hands and rested them behind my head. "Ok, | got it. You don't wanna talk, that's fine.” 


"You really don't care if you are with your loved ones or not?" Blitz risked speaking and | knew he was hurting. 
"Of course | do." | whispered. "And it doesn't matter if you keep showing your love to the outside world, to 
everyone around. It's so posy. | ain't a poser. Neither you are." | stopped to look at him. The mask was gone. 
"My family always knows | love them. Everyone. | show it to them, but what is the most important, | am 
always present in their lives. Not physically, but emotionally. This is a bound, Bobby. lronbound. The good and 
fulfilling kind of bound. And you are one of this chain's links. Just like all of them. You are no less important." | 


felt anguish crawling from my back up to the shoulders and | shuddered. "Then why are you so upset?" 
"Do you know what your daughter told me?" He once again answered with a question 

Oh, gods. What could she tell him? 

'No.." 

"She told that she.. she also was speaking of a bound. But the bound between you and me’ 


"Bobby." | said and his eyes full of shame turned to mine. | laughed friendly. "Hey, don't be so frightened. Just 


sit beside me." 
He felt very insecure, but stepped up to me and when | made some room for him, he lowered hesitantly. 


"You see, Alison is very.. investigative. And sometimes she likes to solve so called mysteries of our family. 
She's good at it, but.. hmm, sometimes she just overdoes with improbability of her logically drawn conclusions. 
If you know what | mean" Now | was slightly red. But hell, this must've looked so grotesque. Fortunately it was 


Blitz and he could understand more of this weirdness. 


He giggled. 


| risked looking that way and discovered that he was staring intensively at me. But he turned his head 
immediately. Strange, though. 


"You know what she said except that?" He seemed not to care that | caught him looking at me so.. 


meaningfully. "That she understands our closeness and.. that you shoulda grow your hair out." 
"Aha.. what? She said that?" | sent him a disbelieving look. "You are mocking me." 

"No! | swear she didl" He tried to keep his poker face but failed. Asshole. 

"You idiot! You are shittin’ me!" 

He laughed openly in my face. 

"But you believed" He still was giggling when | poked him in the back of his head. 

"PFF, | didn't. | just couldn't find any words." 

| pushed him playfully. But then he bounced back hard and | fell on the floor. 


"Ouch! It hurt, Blitz!" | sat there staring angrily at him grinning from the coach. "And what do you have to my 


haircut after all?" 
"It sucks." He stated and then stuck his tongue out. "I preferred you with that chic braid you used to wear." 


| was like ‘you gotta be kidding’. Out of the blue | jumped at him, scaring that bastard to death. Hehe, you didn't 
outguess that one, did ya? He fell on his back with a loud ‘uhh’ and me on top of him. He wanted to push me 
off himself, but | held him tightly and hissed into his ear. We wrestled for a few moments but when | got the 
next bruise right under my left eye from him thrashing madly, and he started to frantically cough his lungs 
out | realized it wasn't a good idea. Shit. | was too old for that. And Blitz additionally too injured. When we 
straightened and sat, our legs bent and rolled up, facing each other like two gossiping school girls, something 


hit me. 
"Mmm, Bobby? | just wanted to know if you join your family in LA” 
He stared at me, beaten. Smile all of a sudden gone from his face. 


‘Sorry, stupid question." 


"No..." He sighed sleeking his hair with palms and closing eyes. "I should have told ya earlier. Not hide like a 


coward." 


| knew. | knew that something wasn't all right. But he never wants to speak of his troubles and fears. Doesn't 


he know that family helps out not fuck you around and put you down? What else did that bitch do to him? 


| stayed quite watching him fidget in his seat. | would do anything for him, just to wash all of this misery off. 


It made my heartache more real. 
He looked up and | smiled sensing his uneasiness. 


"IFs ok. You know, you can trust me." | patted his hand with mine. And then rubbed gently. It surprised even 
me. But what was more unlikely, he didn't pull the hand away. Just relaxed and parted his lips.. 


Oh, god. 


"My wife wants a separation" He spoke, not really upset, but expectant. "If not a divorce. | don't want it, DD.. 
So | have to be at her beck and call" 


"My goodness, Blitz. Why won't you just let her go? | can see it's killing you. If not literally...” 


He smiled weakly. "I wish | could. But if | did, she'd take my children away. That's not so easy. | don't want to 


suddenly become completely alone.. 

"That's blackmail. What a bitch." | spat. 

"DD, slow down! This is still my wife." 

"Are you a fuckin’ fool, Blitz? You are not alone, you know that..." 


"| know, but... It's not the same! And it's not that | don't love her. | told you that this is my entire fault. | made 


her hate me. | was a disgrace... 
"This is bullshit, Bobby. What you do to her that she risked your life? You are the best fuckin’ partner ever!" 
He blushed "You might think so, but.. there are things even you don't know." 

"| dont have to. | know you. And | love you like a brother. | need only this. And she?" 


Bobby's face was exhausted again. But this time it was a mental tiredness. How | needed to assure him of how 


much he means to me. 


"Well" Now he played with his fingertips. "Anyway, | am now completely alone. Michelle said, she doesn't want to 


see me there. | will spend my Christmas here." Now | knew everything. 


| grabbed both his arms and pulled him closer. Expression of pure relief on my face. And on Blitz’ was 


plastered confusion 

"Bobby, are you joking? You are not gonna stay here" | said cheerfully. 

"But | told you she doesn't want me there." He still didn't understand 

| groaned. "Dude, you don't understand? You are going with me to Canada. To my family!" 
"What? But." He blinked bewildered. "And they wont mind?" 

"Ahh, sure not. | tell you. They'll be delighted" I'll take care of that 


What was happening in Bobby's mind I'd never guess. But what | knew was that he agreed to go on a trip with 
me. Heading north to spend our best Christmas ever. Together, like family. Not as institution. As people loving 
each other and caring. 


How did | know? 
"Oh, Carl." After this he pounced on me, embracing me tightly in a welcoming, loving hug. 


| didn't expect such love in this cuddle, but feeling a warm body radiating with life and happily sighing | couldn't 
help. My arms wrapped themselves around Bobby's slim frame, palms patting his back protectively. 


| couldn't chase the thought of Alison talking to me about ecstatic, satisfying things we might do with Blitz in 
her imaginations. All that left me uncertain. Uncertain of what would actually hide behind Bobby's actions. What 
did really happen that night in hospital? | didn't regret any of this, but | had strange feeling that taking Bobby 
with me will have unexpected consequences in the near future. Closing my eyes | lost myself in a late-night 


spell. 
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